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to the three-headed hound.
Break the heart of the rock
in which lies the cage.
A parrot is in the cage
and in the parrot
dwells your life:
a pilgrimage of souls.
Let us go,
do not ask about directions,
rule out all suspicions.
Today
there is no pair of vultures
that can give an answer.
Remove suspicion
and show us the path,
where even our shadows
do not dare to follow.
Who can give company
but for the hissing wide-headed cobra,
the chasing hound,
you for me and I for you?
When the sound of our steps
follow us,
when our heart-beats
accompany us,
when the thousand-headed cobra
gives us shelter,
when the hound
gives us company,
let us go ahead
without looking backwards.
Let us go,
walking on for days and nights,
leaving behind the tiresome sighs.